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directly opposite us. A large figure in a fur-lined
greatcoat filled the doorway.
Miao gave the newcomer one swift look and whis-
pered to me, "Nanking!" He turned up the collar of
his own coat and pulled his hat down over his eyes
until he looked like a film conspirator. The officer,
who was a large red-faced man carrying a black des-
patch-case, must certainly be on important business,
to be travelling at this hour on a local train.
He was a colonel, I noticed; and he had a number
of suitcases with him. One of these was placed on
the seat, and a lighted candle attached to it carefully
by a soldier. With a groan, the new arrival stretched
himself full length (the only traveller who could
permit himself such luxury) and made a pillow of
the despatch-case. From his pocket he produced a
folded newspaper. He studied this carefully by the
light of the candle.
Miao had taken the first chance to shift across
to the stove, and huddled over it with his face in
shadow. A little later I joined him,
"What do you think of our military friend?" I
asked. The clatter of the train muffled our conversa-
tion.
He smiled ruefully. "He is reading about me, in
that newspaper," he replied* "Perhaps he is going to
Tungkwan. He may be a Special Messenger*"
"Can he possibly recognise you?"
"I think not. But I am not happy,"
Neither was L
The colonel finished with his paper, and gave a
long look around the carriage. His eyes rested on me
with tolerant interest; I was painfully conspicuous.
Then they slid to Miao, who let his head fall forward